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MEMORIES OF LONG LONG AGO 


"Flie old cobbler sat before his tiny 
shop; a little, wrinkled, bent old man 
with a skin almost brown as his leather 
apron. The warm, mid - summer 
breezes moved the scant fringe of 
white hair around his head and stirred 
the branches of the tree under which 
he sat. The hot summer sun filtered 
through the spreading tree in little 
spots of light which moved continu- 
ously over the cobbler and the ground. 
'1'he drowsy drone of insects filled the 
air and in the quiet sleepiness of the 
afternoon the wind in the tree seemed 
to whisper. “Remember**, with a soft, 
insistent tone. It seemed to weave a 
magic spell around the cobbler for his 
faded, kindly, old. blue eyes grew 
dreamy, lie pushed his small old 
fashioned, square spectacles up on his 
forehead for he could see into the land 
of memories without them. 

As he looked the daylight faded; 
gone were the tools and scraps of 
leather at his feet and in their stead 
was green, soft grass. The night was 
dark, without a single star and a cold, 
wet wind was blowing. 

A boy stood under the tree, which 
was smaller and there was no little 
shop, only a wide field. He pulled the 
leather jerkin about him and shivered. 

“Shall I go on to London town 
or stay?*’, he whispered to him- 
self and no matter how bitterly 
he thought of the village and 
the squire s house, it was his only 


home. An orphan brought up on the 
charity of the village and now practic- 
ally a slave to the squire he had at last 
a chance to run away to gain a for- 
tune for himself, and yet he hesitated. 

Hut the wind in the tree whispered, 
“Go on. Go on**, and he took its ad- 
vice. 

The scene changed suddenly and 
now it was London, with its winding, 
narrow streets, its poor people and 
grand Lords and Ladies. 

The boy was walking on the wharf. 
He was older and tanned and an able 
seaman now. just home from a voyage. 
He saw the “Harley Ann** riding at 
anchor, trim and neat with pure, white 
sails and shining decks and immedi- 
ately. she caught his fancy. He shipped 
to sail on her next voyage. 

As he loitered to while away the 
time, comparing the other drab sail- 
ing boats to the glistening Barley Ann 
an old woman stopped him. 

“Lad.” said she, “ *Tis a cursed boat 
yonder, sail not on it.” 

The boy laughed. 

“Wouldst have me believe that, 
good mother?*’ 

“Aye, lad *t is honest truth. Thrice 
cursed was she when built. Thrice 
shall she sail and then be gone. Lad 
*tis the last time.** 

“Get thee gone, old hag,** cried the 
boy, “and take thy cursing with thee. 
1 hear no such foolishness,” and turn- 
ing he left her standing there by the 
heap of rope. 

How well he could remember that 
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Youth and freedom 
Love days, joy. 

Sadness, darkness 
Joy again. 

Weaving, spinning 
Spinning, weaving. 

Crowns and Crosses. 

Crosses and Crowns. 

Would this give him any clue? It 
was possible ; he would use every- 
thing that he had anyway. Interpret- 
ers from far away were called for an 
interpretation of the poem ; Nicodus, 
however, did not tell them the history 
of his treasure. 

One interpreter spoke as follows: 

“It is a poem of life.’* said he. “re- 
presenting its hardships and comforts. 
The crosses are sorrows, the crowns, 

j°y” 

“It is the song of an old spinster.” 
said another, “an old spinner at her 
wheel day after day. rain and sunshine; 
once she had a lover, but he forsook 
her, and that way her cross, her crown 
was only the result of her spinning 
and life after death.” 

Rut the king was not satisfied. 
These arguments would not make the 
people believe that his mother was 
(|tieen. Sadly he left the room to rest. 

The next day lie again came into 
the throne room to listen to other in- 
terpreters. His head was lowered, his 
eyes searched the floor aimlessly. 

“Weaving, spinning. 

Spinning, weaving 
Crowns and Crosses. 

Crosses and Crowns! 

Crosses and crowns! The words 
struck him with a blow as he stepped 
onto the most beautiful rug of the 
palace, a rug designed with a pattern 
most perculiar: a pattern of Crosses 
and Crowns woven in many colors lay 
before the throne. As Nicodus sat on 
his throne his thoughts far from the 
interpreters, he was observing the rug 
which lay before him. Never before 
had he paid much attention to it but 
now he saw. alternately placed, first a 
cross outlined in gold thread, then a 


crown similarly outlined; every one 
was exactly the same on a back 
ground of a beautiful medley of color; 
every one was exactly the same ex- 
cept for one, this one crown was a 
pure crimson, the cross with it pure 
white. On examining still further the 
king noticed a sort of sign on the 
crown which could not be made out at 
a distance. With a sign of his hand. 
“Out with these interpreters,” he cried, 
“leave me, one and all, 1 can settle this 
question alone!” Bowing low each 
one left the room. Eagerly Nicodus 
sprang from his seat, knelt on the rug 
to solve for himself the great mystery 
there portrayed. A cry left his lips, 
his heart beat faster. 

“The sacred seal !” He cried, “of 
course she was a queen!” 

All was clear to the young king, 
now. This rug she had made while in 
prison. The poem referred to the rug 
itself. The crosses and crowns did 
mean the crosses and crowns of life; 
the background of different colors 
portrayed the sort of day when that 
particular cross or crown was the 
crown of the queen herself, the seal 
was a secret one belonging to an an- 
cient organization of royal families 
thus proving the high nobility of 
Nicodus’ mother. 

Alone in the large room on the beau- 
tiful carpet knelt our young king. 

“I knew you wouldn’t deceive the 
world, oh spirit of the world beyond! 
Oh. now will I rule with a heart of 
happiness, of everlasting love.” 

Carolyn Tyler ’30. 


A P R 1 L 


April has come ; 

The cool winds feel softer. 

The rain falls in beaded drops: 

The birds at morn and eve. 

From the hills a murmur like the sound 
of the sea 

Tells the release of waters. 

The earth sends up a pleasant smell. 
The dry leaves are lifted by the grass. 
Nature is answering the call of Spring. 

Edith Williams ‘29 
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THE REX AND THE SWORD 

In a museum, side by side, lay an old 
quill pen and an ancient sword. The 
pen was shabby and its point was dull. 
The sword laughed at it and pointed 
to his shining blade which was so 
cleverly wrought that after centuries 
of use. it still was as sharp as the clay 
it had been made. 

"Perhaps, you are bright and sharp.” 
said the pen, “but I have worked more 
and accomplished more than you.*' 

The sword laughed. “A goose’s 
leather accomplish more than 1 ? !. 

who was made by the most skilled 
sword maker in Damacus. I. who 
have been in the Crusades, in all the 
wars in Europe, handed down from 
generation to generation, until the last 
of the family was wiped out at the 
word of a man who wrote books.’’ 

The pen chuckled softly. “W hy, you 
yourself just said that the pen was 
mightier than the sword.” 

The sword looked puzzled as the 
pen said. “What good was it for the 
family who owned you to fight for 
years and years? The sword did not 
write their death sentence but a pen 
did and I know who that pen \Nas.” 

'file other articles in the case had 
bent forward to listen and now thev 
urged the pen to go on: but the sword 
saw that he would get the worst of it 
and turned away to show his scorn 
of the pen’s story. 

“Long ago there lived a man who 
knew how to read and write, when 
kings didn’t. He studied his Creek 
and especially his Latin, all the scien- 
ces and chemistry and perhaps he was 
the most learned man in the country. 
Because of his great knowledge the 
king made him his prime minister and 
valued all his ideas and opinions. 

“There was another Lord whom the 
king depended on a great deal. I his 
man knew nothing that the other did 
but he knew how to fight. He won 
many duels and almost all the battles 
he fought with other countries, hor 
that reason he led the sovereign s 
army. 

“The king needed the two men but 
he was afraid of them. The one he 
feared most was the soldier, because 


like our friend, the sword, he thought 
him stronger. So he set about getting 
that man’s favor and receiving the 
other’s anger, for he was a foolish king 
and had no tact. 

“'fhe scholar at first had loved his 
king and sought to please him but 
when the warrior, who was treacher- 
ous to the country, received the royal 
favor, he turned against both and be- 
gan to plot with other nations. 
He did not slay men. but he wrote 
letters which influenced more than 
wars. They spread rumors of tin* 
wicked king, of his poor army, of his 
lack of money. The other nations be- 
lieved this and they. too. began to 
underestimate the king and his coun- 
try. 

“When the king saw how much evil 
had been accomplished, lie tried to 
overcome it and sent out armies to the 
neighboring countries. But the rulers 
laughed and said, “He is just showing 
off.” 

“At last the king saw that the 
scholar was stronger and begged him 
to right the wrong. After a long time 
thjs was .accomplished and now the 
king began t*» see bow great a thing 
the pen was and he started to learn to 
read and write. 

“It was the soldier's l urn to be jeal- 
ous and he thought. “If I kill the 
scholar, the king will like me again.” 

“He planned a wicked design and 
tiie plot grew and grew until at Iasi 
he wanted to Kill the king also, and 
rule in his stead. He captured the 
scholar when the king was away: bul 
before the scholar died he begged per- 
mission to write a will and send it to 
his aunt. The warrior complied with 
this request, but it was not a will that 
was written but a letter to t he king. 
The king received the letter after the 
prime minister had died and returned 
to avenge it. The soldier could not 
have shown bv his sword who killed 
him but a little pen could.” The pen 
paused, then added, turning to the 
sword, “I was the pen.” 

The sword answered mournfully, 
“You are greater than I. for that man 
of whose death you write owned me.” 

Austra Upley *30. 
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DISTANT STRAINS TWILIGHT'S INTERLUDE 


L' nr away, where a starlit pool 
Lies glimmering still 
In the sweet scented dusk. 

1 thought I heard the silver strains. 
Sighing and sobbing. — of a magic harp. 
I sought to find the voice that called 
\\ hile the sound pulsed loudly 
Grew faint and died 
But all I saw w;is a lonely pine 
A lost soul mourning, low Lent in grief. 

Marion Alley *29. 


FIRESIDE REVERIES 


As I sit alone by the lireside 
W atching the hearth logs burn. 

I have an unknown desire. 

A certain something I yearn. 

Mavbe it is more health 
For I've been ill off and on. 

If 1 could only be better 
I'd be so happy and strong. 

Maybe it is for wealth 
For my income is I right fully low. 
And my things are in such a condition 
I doubt if better they’ll grow. 

Maybe it is a companion 
A ho would sit by my side and read 
One whom I could confide in 
Maybe it’s she that 1 need. 

I thing it will be in the fireplace 
That l will my answer find. 

Maybe ‘twill be health and happiness 
And a face so sweet and so kind. 

Abram T. Collier '30. 


He goes beyond those hills 
With glory and resplendence. 

His golden turreted crown 
Majestically dismissing Day from the 
earth. 

The wood is stilled — 

Zephyrs breath softly— 

The sluggish stream unruffled his — 
Respectfully bidding farewell to 
Their farmer queen 
And solemnly ushering in 
Their gray-cloaked king — Night. 

Mary H. 0‘Neill ‘29. 


11 A N I) S 


Hands express a multitude of things. 
One’s character, occupation and inner 
feelings are all disclosed by bis hands. 
Take for instance the room of a sta- 
tion in which there are many people 
of all types. 

In one corner may be seen the 
dreamy man with long, nervous fingers 
on a slender, almost girlish hand. Ibis 
man is stamped as a musician. His 
restless fingers seem always to beat 
a tune, not a song of joy but uncons- 
ciously reviewing in his mind what, 
for years, he has been drilled to do. 

Perhaps next to him may be seated 
the man with short, thick fingers pro- 
truding from a hairy hand. 1 his is 
the man who, without hope of advan- 
cement, plods to his daily labor. 

A little farther down may be seen 
the man with his hands scarred and 
nails broken. He has come from some 
machine shop or mill. He is careless 
<»i* his appearance but has a kind heart. 

Then looking on the other side of 
the room you may see an old woman 
with bony, bent fingers that not only 
show age and poverty but a narrow- 
ness of soul and a coldness of heart. 
Next comes a young girl with a round- 
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ed hand and short cut finger nails. She 
has never worked hard hut perhaps 
has spent most of her time reading or 
doing some of the “easy jobs” of an 
office. 

Lastly you may see the woman, sit- 
ting a little apart, with slender hands 
and over-manicured nails. She is wear- 
ing brilliant rings and a shining brace- 
let glitters from her wrist. This is the 
vain, frivolous person who thinks of 
nothing but her looks and impression 
on others. 

I repeat that one’s character and 
habits can be told by his hands. 

Pruella U. Reynolds 29. 


IF I COULD HAVE MY WISH 


If I could have my wish I’d go 1o 
Egypt. I should see Cairo with its 
beturbaned dragomen displaying their 
quaint wares to the gay crowds of 
sightseers. I should see. moving about 
the sunny courtyard of some busy inn. 
white robed Arabs, black-skinned men, 
and beautiful Egyptian girls, their 
faces hidden from the eyes of the 
world. I should see the blue-green 
Nile, majestic and mighty, its lazy cro- 
codile tenants swimming around slow- 
ly moving boats laden with dates, figs, 
and other tropical fruits. 

If I could have my wish I should 
go to China ! Land of many idols, 
oriental music and laboring coolies. I 
should see Canton with its shops piled 
high with wonderous beautiful silks; 
gorgeously attired aristocrats their 
inscrutinable faces impassively turned 
toward one; Chinese junks riding in 
the harbor, black against a red, red 
sun. 

Oh, if I could have my wish I’d go 
to Japan — the land of fragrant cherry 
blossoms. I should see Tokyo with its 
slant-eyed maidens riding through the 
streets in jinrikshas pulled by sturdy 
Japanese. I should see the magnificent 
trees tall in the cool green landscape, 
and laborers wading in the rice fields. 
I should see cherry trees blossoming 


in the sun above a gurgling brook. I 
should see Fujiyama, that snow-cap- 
ped god of mountains. 

To Spain! Last but not least to 
Spain! Madrid with its gay throngs 
joyously moving to the arena, cheering 
the toreador who meets the bull with 
bold, brave countenance. 1 should see 
Valencia, with its gallants, strumming 
guitars in the pale moonlight, to 
dreamy-eyed senoritas. I should see 
the Alhambra — magic name — with 
its memories of daring Moors of old. 

I should see all this and more — if 
I could but have my wish! 

Marion Alley *29. 


P, O O K S 


Of the things that make our happi- 
ness, the love of books comes first. No 
matter how the world may have used 
us, sure solace lies there. The weary, 
toil-some dav drags to its dishearten- 
ing close, and both love and friendship 
have proved powerless to appreciate 
or understand, but in the quiet corner 
consolation can always be found. A 
single shelf perhaps suffices lar one’s 
few treasures, but who shall sav it is 
not enough. 

A book, unlike any other friend, will 
wait not only upon the hour but for 
the mood. It asks nothing and gives 
much, when one comes in the right 
way. 

Is your world a small ore, made un- 
endurable by a thousand petty cares? 
Is your heart and soul cast down by 
bitter disappointment ? Would you 
leave it all. for only an hour and come 
back again with a new point of view? 
Then open the covers of a book ! 

With this gentle comrade, you may 
journey to the very end of the world 
and even to the beginning of civiliza- 
tion. There is no land which you may 
not visit from Arctic snows to the 
loftiest peaks of southern mountains. 

So would you wander in company 
with soldiers of Fortune and share 
their wonderful adventures. Would 
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you live in the time of the Crusades 
and undertake a pilgrimage in the 
name of the Cross? Would you smell 
the smoke of battle, hear the ring of 
steel, the rattle of musketry, and see 
the colors break into deathly beaut) 
well in advance of the charge? Would 
von have for vour friends a great com- 
pany of noble men and women who 
have wrought and suffered and tri- 
umphed on the end." Would you find 
new courage, stronger faith and se- 
rene hope? Then open the covers of 
a book and presto — change! 

Avis Jones. 


PR OCR ESS 


Turning over the leaves of a popu- 
lar magazine I was impressed oy a 
picture of a train of covered wagons 
slowly struggling over the plains of 
the west. The horses were portrayed 
with a wearied tedious look upon their 
faces. The sun seemed to be beating 
intensely upon the caravans. The peo- 
ple looked dusty, hot and dry. 

These pioneers were the founders 
of progress, always traveling west- 
ward until all land was occupied from 
Atlantic to Pacific. They chopped 
trees for homes, started industries, 
made the Constitution of the United 
States, brought the new country into 
world power, and made the States 
the richest and ideal place for all peo- 
ple. — All founded on democracy and 
love of country. 

The people of today are practicing 
as their ancestors did. They are striv- 
ing to make a better country, more 
democratic and an equalization of op- 
portunities for the future generations. 
The main reason for the rapid de- 
velopment as 1 said before is just dem- 
ocracy and love of country. 

Claire Cat her ’29. 


MOUNTAINS 


Purple with the last rays of setting sun. 
While neighboring peaks are pale; 
While dusky clouds in the depths begun 
Like fairy forms appear to sail. 

On many peaks the cold snow rests 
The rocky sides bv glacier plowed; 
And Heaven itself it seems must press, 
And wrap thee round as in a shroud. 

Cold, distant, remorseless, — 

We gaze on thee with awe. 

Thoughts come of the oriental — 

W ho revered thee as a Cod. 

Pruella U. Reynolds 29. 


E V E S 


It was the evening of one of the 
most sultry days of the season. The 
heat of the day had been particularly 
noticeable at the Carey Memorial Hos- 
pital — but now a silent breeze was 
bringing a much needed relief. 'I he 
dilatory chimes of some near-by 
church rang out the hour of seven. 
Mary Laurence looked up brightly 
from her task of replacing gauzes 
(there had been a “rush operation for 
appendicitis just an hour before) to 
her superior Dr. Kent, who was 
thoughtfully replacing his shiny silver 
implements. 

“One can surely enjoy an evening’s 
pleasure after the day we've spent, is 
that not so. Dr. Kent? Rut” — she 
added a bit breathlessly — “it would 
certainly take some attraction to 
‘attract* from my work here.” 

“Yes, Miss Laurence, you’re right.” 
a tired note creeping into his voice in 
spite of his efforts to repress it. This 
immediately aroused Mary’s attention. 

“Now. Dr. Kent. I’ll bet you haven’t 
had a decent amount of sleep all week. 
Come now. ’fess up’.” At his reluct- 
ant “No,” she went on. “Well, you’re 
going to catch forty winks in the forty 
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minutes left before I have time o!T. 
Come then — get off for your nap — 
Dr. Knough and I'll manage this 
quarter very nicely." 

And l)r. Kent with a sigh of resig- 
nation mixed with relief went to caich 
the forty winks prescribed by Marx 
(he called her that in his thoughts,) 
leaving her and Dr. Knough. the house 
doctor, in charge. 

The peeling tones of Saint Mark's 
church were proclaiming the hour 
eight when Dr. Kent appeared — re- 
freshed and smiling. 

“Run along now. Miss Laurence, 
keep that date and I sincerely hope 
that you will appear on the job to- 
morrow morning as refreshed as I 
am." 

“Thank you. Dr. Kent." said Mary, 
blushing and beaming, “I see your nap 
really did you wonders." ami off she 
sped with a last nod of her vivacious 
head 

Fifteen minutes later. Mary, dressed 
in an adorable blue French crepe en- 
semble, fairly Hew down the steps to 
meet Jack King, with whom she had 
become acquainted a month or so ago. 
She had promised to drive with him to 
the near-by beach resort, “Ocean 
View." to enjoy the refreshing breezes 
so to speak. As she approached the 
office entrance, she heard a familiar 
voice say. “Oh no. you won't tell Mary ! 
You haven’t the nerve to break her 
heart!" — this in the sneering tones 
of Jack King. 

“Jack, don’t go on with this ! It 
would mean only unhappiness, cruelty, 
and humiliation for the dearest girl 
this earth holds. Think of that little 
girl’s happiness!" said Mrs. Gray, the 
nurses' laundress. 

“Do you suppose 1 care anything 
for the happiness or unhappiness of 
Mary Laurence? What I'm after is 
money — big money! Did you know 
that there is a cool fortune left by an 
old uncle — unknown to her — in a 
safety deposit box of the Union Hank? 
Well, that’s what I've my eye — " 

Mary waited for no more, but with 
a moan she turned and hurried as fast 
as her tottering legs could carry her. 


Duly to get to her room — to hide her 
face — to think this terrible conversa- 
tion over! Her mind was in a turmoil 
the heat of the day. her uninter- 
rupted work, now this tragedy, clasped 
her very body in its grip! Would she 
never reach that room! 

At last, inside! She Hung herself 
l )n »ne on the little bed. writhing with 
anguish, her head throbbing, her eyes 
smarting! She could not reason this 
out at all! Hverything was stark un- 
reality. 1 hen a firm step was heard 
outside her door — 

“Miss Laurence, are you there?" 

Wes, came Mary's muffied voice 
before she thought. 

Please come at once — a serious 
operation. N oil re the only nurse I 
have that can help me now.” came 
Dr Kent's voice full of boyish eager- 
ness — sensing danger ahead but hop- 
ing* that he might be able to overcome 
it. 

Mary was too much of a nurse not 
to respond to this call to arms. In 
less than two minutes, she was ready 
to help Dr. Kent save the life of the 
patient before them. It was then that 
s he saw for the first time that their 
patient was Jack. The room went 
Flack and it was with great difficulty 
that she steeled herself to the task be- 
fore her. 

“A bullet wound — a serious one at 
that! Had it been an inch higher, he’d 
be a dead man. It’s going to take 
plenty of skill and courage to win this. 
Mary. ( I he word slipped out un- 
noticed by them.) 

And tor the next half hour. Marx 
and Dr. Kent worked — worked as 
they had never done before to save this 
man. Then with a little smile of tri- 
umph. Dr. Kent turned to Mary but 
Mary toppled into bis arms. 

“Marv, I want to say that I think 
you are the bravest girl ever. You 
see. Mrs. Urey, her eyes wide with 
terror came to me with the whole 
story." 

“It seems that he has a wife, a 
cousin of Mrs. ( i rev's, — quite wealthy 
at that — who had an attack of tv- 
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phoid fever which left her mentally 
affected. But that’s all right ! He 
will he perfectly ht in a few days. You 
can easily have a divorce procured if 
you really love him — “ 

'Oh. but I don’t. I don’t truly.” Marv 
cried, her words fairly tumbling on 
each other in their eager haste. “I 
don’t see what 1 ever saw in him. 
Hut. you see. I met him at my aunt’s 
house and he seemed an awfully good 
sort of a chap. W e used to go to 
plays and amusements nights when 1 
was off. Oh. when i think of it — ” 
a shudder passed over her as full real- 
ization of what had taken place came 
hack to her. 


U 

“Then. 1 think. Mary, it is time ! 
should assert my sell. Do you know 
that I love you and have longed to 
have you for my wife ever since I 
was assigned to Robert’s case. Can l 
— May — will — you — marry me?” 

“Is that the way you feel about it. 
too? Well. I guess I’ve felt like that 
all long hut I didn’t realize it until we 
were working together just now. I 
happened to look up at you once while 
you were intent on vour work and 
your eyes were blue like the safe blue 
sky above. I thought to myself how 
wonderful it must be to be loved bv 
one so honest, fearless, and true!” 

Marv H. O’Neill ’29. 



“AT TDK KARTH’S CORK” 
hdgar Rice Burroughs 

Have you ever aspired to discover 
new worlds; to undergo strange and 
prodigious adventure, where lighting 
for one’s existence would be express* 
ing it in tame terms? Have you ever 
considered what a peaceful, languid, 
uneventful thing life is in this age of 
ours, what it might have been centu- 
ries ago. or what it still might be in 
distant worlds? Man is the dominat- 
ing being on earth today, there is no 
opposition, the birds of the air. the 
beasts of the earth, and the fishes of 
the sea are living but to satisfy his 
wants in whatever respect he deter- 
mines. 

N on have probably often wondered 
what it would be like if you were but 
as the cattle of a world with some 
mighty and fright I ul beast herding you 
and employing you as he thought best. 

Kdgar Rice Burroughs has expressed 


this imagination of a new world in “At 
the karth s Core,” in so realistic a 
manner that you not only read and 
perhaps enjoy the book, depending on 
your temperament, but you also ex- 
perience the thrills, the apprehensive 
terror, and the unnatural and stupend- 
ous adventure. 

In “At the Karth’s Core” Burroughs 
attempts to show what the centre of 
this world is like, exploding the theory 
that there is an eternal fire in the 
earth’s core, lie gives us to under- 
stand that we need not believe all of 
the story but adds that he believes it 
and heard it from the life of a man 
who had experienced it. He sacs. 
“Had you seen as I did. the fire of 
truth in those gray eyes; had you felt 
the ring of sincerity in that quiet 
voice; had you realized the pathos of 
it all you, too. would believe.” 

Here is a brief content of the storv. 
An old inventor. Kerry, and a young 
man, David Junes, were trying out a 
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hundred foot cylinder mole, jointed so 
that it would twist through solid rock: 
it was started hut could not he stopped 
nor steered from its course toward the 
centre of the earth at a rate of seven 
miles an hour. Instead of growing 
hotter as they approached the doom 
the first hundred miles would record 
a maximum of 153 degrees while at 
the 200 mile zone the reading would 
have dropped to 10 degrees below zero 
until at the 500 mark when they both 
were almost exhausted the nose o! the 
giant mole broke through and betok- 
ened that it was running in air. 

There in the centre of the earth, dis- 
tance seemed to end in distance. There 
was no horizon clue to the fact that 
there was no dip of the surface. In 
the very centre a diminutive sun 
shown night and day causing everlast- 
ing light and torrid heat. There were 
humans there, men of noble features, 
very tall and muscular; the women 
were smaller and more gracefully 
molded, with great masses of raven 
hair: but these humans were cap- 
tured and herded as cattle are in this 
world and guarded by ape men. 

The ape men were employed by the 
all powerful Mahars. hideous reptiles, 
eight feet in length with long narrow 


heads, white fangs, and great round 
clammy eyes, webbed feet and mem- 
braneous wings. They were the dom- 
inating race in the inner world, men 
feared and respected them as a dog 
respects us. 

They were creatures of inexhausti- 
ble intelligence but unfortunately ob- 
tained their knowledge from a scienti- 
fic book which was finally stolen by 
David. They communicated by a sixth 
sense, having no ears, which i> cogniz- 
ant of a fourth dimension. Human be- 
ings was their favorite dish — there- 
fore not pleasant creatures to meet. 
There were sundry and titantic mons- 
ters which were met by the two ex- 
plorers and their experiences would 
probably not suit a weak-hearted per- 
son . 

The romance in this novel was a 
genuine romance, David having to 
light with super-human strength to 
win Diane — the beautiful. Ilis great- 
est task was to overcome the “Ugly 
One*' a giant of a man who wished 
Diane for himself. 

The book is an example of real ad- 
venture. imagination, originality, and 
romance. 

W illiam Leslie *29. 
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Latin 

can he. 

Latin killed the Romans and now it s 
killing me. 

Bud Ferinovle shows some sense. 
He won’t dive in hard water. It might 
hurt him. He prefers soft water at all 
times. 

The expression “Saved by the bell” 
no doubt can be applied to the end of 
many of the school periods. 

Wo wonder how they put the cats 
out in Venice? 

Weary Willie asked for bread 
Wherever he did stop 
A housewife passed the axe and said 
First won't you have a chop? 

An authority states that the dog tills 
an empty place in man’s life. This is 
especially true of the hot dog. 


We wonder if the boys on the Wash- 
ington trip went to see the sights or 
some of those famous Washington 
belles. 

If all the autos in the world were 
laid end to end it would be a Sunday 
afternoon. 

No doubt Knox wished for a para- 
chute when his chair fell apart in the 
library a while ago. 


I’m wise to the ways of a traffic cop 
But not to the ways of Sue. 

When her eyes say “Go” and her lips 
says “Stop” 

What is a chap to do? 


Suggestion ! That the new High 
School be equipped with firemen’s 
poles for the freshman to use rather 
than sliding down banisters. 



as a language is dead as dead 


SCHOOL NOTES 


Two very successful bridge parties 
were held in order to secure money for 
the senior class. The first party was 
held at the home of Mrs. Ellis Colgate; 
the second was held at the High School 
Hall. 


The Seniors want to express their 
appreciation to all those who helped 
to make their Washington trip a suc- 
cess. 


WASHINGTON 

Friday afternoon the senior class, an 
excited and happy group of twenty 
students, sailed from Boston harbor 


on the S. S. Boston with the weather 
man beaming his sunny smile. That 
night on deck watching the boat pass- 
ing under the many tall bridges and 
through the Cape Cod canal, some 
stayed in the ballroom and enjoyed 
the evening dancing, while some of the 
more conscientious ones retired at an 
early hour. 

Saturday; Most of the students 
were up on deck to view the sun as it 
rose, as it seemed to them from the 
very waves. Shortly after, breakfast 
was served in royal style in the main 
dining room. Immediately after break- 
fast was eaten, all went on deck 
to see the statue of Liberty as the boat 
pulled into New York Harbor, pier 
nineteen. There was a general rush 
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and scramble to secure the luggage 
and to be sure that all had his nr her 
tickets. From Xcw York the Billerica 
a^re«jfati<»n as well as students from 
Maine and Xcw Hampshire were 
ferried across to Jersey City. Hen 
awaiting* them was the train provided 
for by the Pennsylvania railroad. 
From Jersey City the train proceeded 
to Philadelphia and arrived at the 
Broad Street station at noon. Here a 
very fine meal was served. After 
lunch, the students were taken on a 
sight seeing tour of the city. Here 
they saw Independence Hall, Liberty 
Bell and the bine Art Museum which 
is not yet complete and many other 
points of interest. When the sight 
seeing trip was complete the group re- 
turned to the train and four hours later 
arrived in Washington. I). C.. at about 
6:30. Here at the station awaiting 
their arrival was Mrs. Rogers, Con- 
gresswoman from t!ie sixteen district. 
Her cheery smile and pleasant words 
of welcome warmed the hearts of the 
travel worn students. The\ were then 
conducted to the Metropolitan Hotel 
their stopping place — by bus. Din- 
ner was served immediately upon their 
arrival at the hotel. That evening 
most of the students took a walk 
about the city to get their first glimpse 
id* their national city. Shortly after- 
ward all retired tired and weary with 
the day’s travel. 

Snndax : The morning dawned hot 
and sulk} with a whiff of rain in the 
air Breakfast was served at eight 
o’clock and immediately afterward the 
students were taken on a sight-seeing 
tour of the city. W hile on this tour 
they saw the Capitol. White House. 
Pan-American Building, Red Cross 
Building and many other buildings of 
note. In the afternoon the students 
were taken to the Arlington Cemetery 
where they saw rows upon rows of 
little white slabs marking the graves 
of the hundreds of soldiers who died 
in the Civil War. World War and 
Spanish- American War. That even- 
ing all visited the Congressional Li- 
brary where they saw the newspapers 
from the different states. 


Monday morning immediately after 
breakfast all the party were taken on 
another sight-seeing tour. While on 
this tour the students visited the 
Smithsonian Institute where they saw 
Lindbergh’s plane. Later they went 
to the top of the Washington Monu- 
ment. Through the courtesy of Mrs. 
Rogers, the Howe High students were 
able to go through the Bureau «»f 
Printing and Fngraving to see how 
our dollar bills and postage stamps 
are made. It was also by Mrs. Rogers 
aid that they saw the beautiful rooms 
oil the lower floor of the White House. 
The visit to Senate gallery, gallery of 
House of Representatives, and to th<* 
hearing of the Supreme Court proved 
very interesting and novel to all. 

From this point until Wednesday 
morning the time was at the disposal 
of the party and they all used that 
time to the best possible advantage. 
Mt. Vernon, the beautiful home of 
Washington overlooking the Potomac, 
as well as the impressive Franciscan 
Monastery was visited by the Se- 
niors and both places were certainly 
appreciated by all. 

Wednesday morning bag and bag- 
gage — the whole group went to the 
Capitol where a regular White House 
breakfast was served to them by Mrs. 
Rogers in Speaker Loiigworth s din- 
ing room. After hreafast. Mrs. Rogers 
and the students had their picture 
taken on the steps of the Capitol. 
Five minutes later, they were on their 
wav to the station, the starting point 
for the long journey hack home. 

The return trip was practically a 
repetition of the trip coming and U 
was made without a mishap. Then on 
Thursday morning the graduating 
class, foot sore and weary, arrived in 
Billerica after spending six days — 
days that passed all too quickly — in 
this tour to W ashington, 1). C. 
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THE JUNIOR PROM 


The Annual Junior Prom held in 
the High School hall. May A '-as a 
great success. For the benefit of thus** 
who were unable to attend. let us go 
back to that evening and see the things 
that happened. 

On entering the hall from the out- 
side. firs* we see roses rambling »*\ -r 
lattices in the doorway: gracefully 
hanging from overhead are Japanese 
lanterns; here and there we find trelli- 
ses covered with masses of morning 
glories and roses. Rustic benches and 
settees are found among the garden 
of violets and joncjnills and poppies. 
It is a most picturesques sight with 
one hundred and fifty gayly clad young 
people dancing among the (lowers. 

On another side of the room which 
is decorated with a tea table and a 
garden umbrella are the patronesses, 
Mrs. Knox. Mrs. Schmidt. Mrs. Si- 
ivnnds and Mrs. Reynolds. 

Suddenly we hear the music of the 
orchestra, but on looking around we 
cannot sec the players, the music 
seems to come from the middle of 
another garden of lilies, nodding daffo- 
dills. tulips, and apple blossoms, tor the 
orchestra members are enclosed in lat- 
tice work and an arbor. 

The affair has begun with a grand 
inarch. \\ hat a pretty sight it is to 
watch the couples form the different 
steps: first they march in a double line 
to the back of the hall; there they 
separate into single lines, meeting 
again this time in fours, again with 
eight in a row. Now they are coming 
from the two corners of the room to 
meet and cross in the centre; now they 
wind in and out finally ending as they 
began. 

The whole evening was one full of 
fun and showed a great deal of work 
on the part of the junior class, and 
careful supervision of the class advisor. 
Mi > > Hapg< >od. 

The heads of the committees were 


chosen as follows: 

I )eco ration 
Finance 
I lighting 
Dance Orders 
Guest Matrons 
( leantip 
Refreshments 


Ruby Porter 
Arlene Gay 
A brain Collier 
Elizabeth brown 
Florence Martin 
John Dale 
Alice Blake 


SCOUT NEWS 


I he Red Rose 1 roop took part in 
the Pageant on April (>th at the 
Lowell Memorial Auditorium putting 
oil a very exciting snow-ball fight. 


On Marcli 9th. there was a get-to- 
gethcr of the greater Lowell Girl 
Scouts in the drill shed of the Lowell 
High School. At this time several 
badges were awarded. Carol Tyler 
received her first class badge; also 
community service ribbons were 
a warded. 


On March JDt. the Nineteen Hund- 
red Club formed a Girl Scout Day. The 
club awarded two camperships, one to 
Dorothy Carr, the other to Thelma 
Bryant. Mrs. Shaw was the speaker 
of the day who related in a very inter- 
esting manner her trip to Geneva to 
the International Scout Conference. 





ATHLETIC NEWS 


JUNIOR HIGH 


The members of the Howe High 
Track Team certainly won the laurels 
at a recent track meet held in Lowell. 

They were presented a cup by Mrs. 
Gardner Pearson at a recent assem- 
bly. Each member was awarded an 
individual medal. 

The members of the team are as fol- 
lows: Leslie. Galium. Paradise. Dale. 
Wain. Gillette, Chambers. Martell. 


The members of the Girls basket- 
ball Team, after having a successful 
season, were awarded letters by the 
school. They showed remarkable effi- 
ciency not only in their victories but 
in the good fun, fine sportsmanship 
and fair play which they at all times 
displayed. 

The members of the basketball team 
are as follows: E. Williams. F. Col- 
gate. M. Hucklev, M. O’Neil, M. 
O’Brien. A. Gay. L. Brown, K Martin, 
11. Mahonev. XL Johanson. R. Porter, 
C. Tvler. C. Bastow. H. W ronski. 


Baseball Schedule for the Year 1929 


Ma v 

K- 

— Stonehan 

(A) 

Mav 

10- 

—Chelmsford 

(H) 

Mav 

13 

Punchard 

(1! i 

Mav 

17 

Wilmington 

(A) 

Mav 

21- 

—Lowell Vocational 


Mav 

24 

-No. Andover 

(H) 

Mav 

17 - 

—Punchard 

(A) 

Mav 

30 

—Mitchell 

(H) 

May 

31 

—Chelmsford 

, \) 

June 

4 — Lexington 

(H) 

June 

7 

—Wilmington 

( H \ 

June 

11 

—Keith Academy 

(H) 

June 

14 — Lowell Vocational 

(H) 

I une 

17 

— Alumni 

(H) 


H — Home Games. 

A — Away from home. 


A COMPULSORY VISIT AMONG 
THE GYPSIES 

(An Imaginary Experience) 


I had a very unpleasant experience 
last summer. A band of gypsies made 
their cam]) about two miles from my 
grandfather’s farm. Of course 1 was 
curious to see real gypsies but 1 was 
afraid to go too near their camping 
ground. 

One afternoon I started for the 
swimming hole where I knew I should 
find the rest of the bovs. Suddenly a* 

1 was hurrying along through a stretch 
of woods, I heard a loud voice calling. 
“Hullo, there!” Looking up. 1 saw 
directly in front of me a villainous 
looking gypsy. Grabbing me roughly 
by one arm. he pushed me along in 
ihe direction of the gypsies* camp. 

We did not stop until we reached a 
tent which was occupied by several 
gypsies. Motioning me to sit down 
on a stool, the man began to ask me 
questions. “Is your grandfather verv 
rich? What is your name? Do you 
live in the big house on the hill 1 

Finally the gypsy went away, leav- 
ing a boy to watch me. For supper I 
was given some bread and a bowl of 
sou|>. When it began to grow <lark. 1 
was told to lie down on some hay in 
a corner of the tent. I was so badlv 
frightened, however, that sleep seemed 
impossible. 

In the early evening the gypsy wo- 
man had roasted a lamb. Evident! v 
they were all preparing to break 
camp. 1 overheard the men talking 
about where they would go next. I 
wondered what would become of me. 

About midnight, in spite of my 
fright. I must have dozed for all at 
once 1 was awakened by the sound of 
loud voices. Looking out through a 
little hole in the canvas. 1 saw my 
grandfather and five of our neighbors, 
all carrying guns. Without waiting 
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longer, 1 jumped up and ran only to 
greet my rescuers. 

The gypsies declared that I was onlv 
visiting the camp and no harm was 
intended. Grandfather warned the 
gypsies never to camp near his farm 
again. Thereupon we left the camp I. 
for one. feeling deeply thankful that 
grandfather had arrived before the 
gypsies had broken camp. 

Maurice Xewman — Gr. S 


THE SPIRIT OF NIGHT 


Streaming through the moonlight. 
Looms the dark gray smoke. 

From a neighbor’s chimney. 

Like a ship afloat. 

On and on a-sailing. 

To the heavenly skies. 

Like a soul ascending 
Far from mortal eyes. 

William B. Welsh. 


PROMISES OF C PRL\G 


W hen maple buds are red. 

The birds their sweetest sing; 

All the earth promises 
The beauty of the spring. 

Soon daffodils and snowdrops 
Their blossoms will unfold; 

Purple violet, small and shy. 

Will uplift their hearts of goid. 

Forsythia with golden bougns 
Cheer to April days will bring: 

The lilac hedge before my door 
Will be mantled like a king. 

Shirley Bain, Gr. 8. 


A GHOST STORY 
(An Imaginary Experience) 


One afternoon Florence and l went 
to an old mill where we had planned 
to spend the afternoon. Seeing a rusty 
spade lying on the bank. Florence 
suggested that we use it to dig for 
treasures. I agreed and picked up the 
spade. We had both heard of treas- 
ures being found near old buildings 
and hoped to find at least some Indian 
relics. 

After we had reached the null, we 
walked around the old structure, try- 
ing to find a safe entrance. On the 
south side we found a heavy sliding 
door, which seemed once to have been 
the main entrance. Opening the door 
very cautiously and trembling with ex- 
citement. we stepped inside. Sudden- 
ly to our amazement a white figure 
ran before us. 

In a whisper Florence asked, “Did 
you see that?” In great I right 1 
stammered, “Well, I guess I did!” All 
the time I was thinking to myself that 
it was a good thing we had brought 
that spade with us. 

I can assure you it did not take us 
long to get out of that mill. W e ran 
all the way home, imagining that the 
“ghost” was close at our heels. W hen 
we reached home, we told our folks 
about our experience. 

The next day my brother and Flor- 
ence’s brother went to the old mill to 
investigate. Early in the afternoon 
they returned home. The minute they 
saw Florence and me they began to 
laugh. Then they called us “scare- 
crows.” At last they told us that our 
“ghost” was only some old machinery 
that was set in motion by the wind 
when the door was opened. 

Mildred Turner, Gr. 8. 
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Miss Belcher: “You people ought to 
use your appendix more often.’* 
Newman : “I haven't any.” 


Lpley: “Why do they call Great 
Britain the tight little isle?” 

Blakely : “Because Scotland occupies 
such a large part of it, 1 think.” 


Young Wife: “Aren’t you the same 
man I gave some biscuits to last 
week ?” 

Tramp: “No. mum. and the doctor 
ays I never will he again.” 


Nat Newman (heard murmuring): 
My sweeties teeth are just like | earls. 
The live and fifteen kind; 

Her shape is like no other girl's — 

I'm glad that love is blind. 


Chambers : “Well — good — night.” 
Bessie: “What! aren’t you going to 
kiss me? I wrote it in my diary that 
you did. (And such is love.) 


Martel: “They say if there is any- 
thing in a man. travel will bring it 
out.” 

Galium: “You tell ’em! I found 
that out mv first dav at sea.” 


Ilallcnhorg: “Did the alcohol 1 gave 
you prove effective in your radiator?” 

Bud: “And how! It was so strong 
that it blinded my lights. ” 


readier: “What do they call the 
instrument the French use for be- 
heading people?” 

Voice from rear: (a shaver) ‘‘The 
( iillctt.” 


Pappa tat dinner): “Willy, you’ve 
reached f >r everything in sight. Now 
stop it: haven’t von got a tongue.” 

Willy: “Sure. Pop. hut my arm’s 
longer.” 


'Peacher: “Johnny how many days 
are there in each month? 

Johnny: (illustrating how times 
have changed): 

"Thirty clays hath September, 

All the rest 1 can’t remember: 

The calendar hangs on the wall. 

Why bother me with this at all?” 


Mr. Clark: “Ferinoyle! name several 
corn products.” 

Bud: “Corned-beef and acorns.” 


Shalloo: “I I « *\\ are you?” 
O’Laughlin: “Oh. I can’t kick.” 
Shalloo: “Rheumatism, eh?” 
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Blakely: “I want some winter un- 
derwear.'* 

Clerk: “How long?" 

Blakely: “How Ion**? I don't want 
to rent them. 1 want to buy them." 


Miss O'Sullivan: “It gives me great 
pleasure, Flaherty, to give you this 85 
on your exam." 

Flaherty: “Oh! give me 100 and get 
a real thrill." 


A teacher who had written to a boy s 
mother, suggesting a more liberal use 
of soap and water, received the fol- 
lowing by way of reply: 

“My son ain't no rose. Don't smell 
him. Learn him." 


George : “He calls himself a human 
dymamo." 

Paradise: “No wonder; everything 
he has on is charged." 


Do you know why the 


earth turns around the sun or its 
axis ?’* 

Scholar: “Yes, sir. Because it doesn't 
wish to be roasted too much on one 
side." 


Jimmy giggled when the teacher 
read the story of the Roman general 
who swam across the 'liber three 
times before breakfast. 

You don't doubt that a trained 
swimmer could do that do you Jim- 
my ?. the teacher asked. 

No mam but I just wondered why 
he didn't make it four times and get 
back to the side where his clothes 
were. (No doubt Jimmy had a math- 
ematical mind.) 


Miss O'Sullivan: “And what hap- 
pened them?" 

Miss Williams: “They killed the 
widow's husband." 


Plumber: “I've come to fix that old 
tub in the kitchen." 

Youngster: “Mama, here’s the doc- 
tor to see the cook." 


Teacher : 


Patronize Our 
c/Jdvertisers 


Leroy O. Balch 

GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS 

Fresh Vegetables and Fruits 
in Season 

Delivery to All Sections 
Telephone Orders Solicited 

Billerica Tel. 227 


T. Frank Lyons 

FOUNTAIN PENS 
A Select Line 
$1.50 to $3.00 
Fully Guaranteed 

BILLERICA, — MASS. 


EVEN A MILLIONAIRE 

Doesn’t eat any better candy than ours 
— Foss — Soutter and Red Feather — 

N. R. Mahoney 

P. O. Block 

F. G. Morey & Co. 

COAL AND GRAIN 

Tel. Billerica 36-2 


Compliments of 

Elwood’s Market 

North Billerica 
Tel. 298 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


Ideal Diner 

HOME COOKING A SPECIALTY 
at the 

Ideal Diner 

Billerica Square 


FIRE INSURANCE 

SURETY ON BONDS 

LIABILITY INSURANCE 

Everett S. Bull 


Compliments of 


AN ALUMNA 


Condon's Auto Supply 

ACCESSORIES 
Radio “A” Batteries Charged 
“B” Batteries For Sale 

Gasoline and Oil Tires and Tubes 

Tel. 218-4 




Buy 

Tires 

30x3 V 2 

$5.25 

Tube 

$1.10 

31x4 

$9.25 

Tube 

$1.50 

32x4 

$9.90 

Tube 

$1.65 

33x4 

$10.55 

Tube 

$1.75 


at Home ! 


29x440 

$6.15 

Tube 

$1.20 

30x450 

$6.95 

Tube 

$1.25 

31x525 

$10.75 

Tube 

$1.85 

33x600 

$14.20 

Tube 

$2.25 


Turner's Tank Car Filling Station 

THE OLD HOUSE WITH A NEW NAME. 


Grossman Lumber Co. 

FORMERLY J. A. RICHARDSON CO. 


LUMBER 

“Everything To Build With” i 


Yard and Office — MAIN STREET (BOSTON ROAD) BILLERICA 

Telephone 94 


LOYE’S 

HOME BAKERY 

LUNCHES 

DRY GOODS 


Boston Road Pinehurst 


OUR BUSINESS IS 

LIFE INSURANCE 

That which is of greatest importance 
to you and yours. 

We can also take care of 

FIRE AND OTHER INSURANCE 

Charles W. Knox 

Billerica Centre Tel. 155-5 


KING’S 

HARDWARE AND PAINT CO. 

Art Hallenborg ’20 

Hardware and Farming Tools 
SHERWIN - WILLIAMS’ PAINTS 
Billerica Centre Free Delivery 

A M KR 1 CA X RAII -WAY EX PR ESS 

Store Tel. 26-3 Res. Tel. 182-12 

Bay State Coal & Grain 
Company 

Billerica, Mass. 

LARRO FEED 

Telephone Billerica 153 

John S. Welsh 

T. M. Johansen 

GROCERIES AND PROVISIONS 

PLASTERER 

20 Wilson St. — North Billerica, Mass. 

Billerica, Mass. 

Tel. 257 

Tel. Conn. 


Conserving Your Personal Resources 


Conservation of your personal resources requires careful thought plus 
qualified advice and efficient service. In the management of your finances 
we can be of special service and invite you to confer with us upon your 

problems. 


The UNION 
National Bank 

In the Business Heart of Lowell. Capital and Surplus $1,200,000 


Northeastern ®p U n i vers ity 


THE SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING 
In co-operation with engineering firms, 
offers five year curriculums leading to 
the Bachelor’s degree in the following 
branches of engineering: 

CIVIL ENGINEERING 
CHEMICAL ENGINEERING 
ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING 
INDUSTRIAL ENGINEERING 
MECHANICAL ENGINEERING 


THE SCHOOL OF BUSINESS 

ADMINISTRATION 
Co-operaling with business firms, 
offers five year collegiate courses 
leading to the degree of Bachelor of 
Business Administration in 

ACCOUNTING or in 

FINANCE or in 
MERCHANDISING 


The Co-operative Plan of training enables the student to combine theory 
with practice and makes it possible for him to earn his tuition and a part of 
his other school expenses. 

Students admitted in either September or January, may complete the 
scholastic year before the following September. 


For catalog or further information write to: 

NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY 

MILTON J. SCHLAGENHAUF, Director of Adtnu.iont 
Boston, Massachusetts 



TALBOT MILLS 


ESTABLISH 1857 


WOOLEN MANUFACTURERS 
Retail Sales Room at the Mill 

North Billerica, - Massachusetts 



Coming Attractions 


Operetta - “Tulip' Time” 


Teacher’s Club Play - “Minick” 


